82                         HELEN TO PARIS.

Your partial judgment may perhaps complain.

And think me barbarous for my just disdain ;

Ill-bred then let me be, but not unchaste,

Nor my clear fame with any spot defaced.

Though in my face there's no affected frown,     15

Nor in my carriage a feigned niceness shown,

I keep my honour still without a stain,

Nor has my love made any coxcomb vain.

Your boldness I with admiration see;

What hope had you to gain a queen like me ?     so

Because a hero forced me once away,

Am I thought fit to be a second prey ?

Had I been won, I had deserved your blame,

But sure my part was nothing but the shame.

Yet the base theft to him no fruit did bear,        25

I scaped unhurt by any thing but fear.

Rude force might some unwilling kisses gain;

But that was all he ever could obtain.

You on such terms would ne'er have let me go;

Were he like you, we had not parted so.             so

Untouched the youth restored me to my friends,

And modest usage made me some amends,

'Tis virtue to repent a vicious deed;

Did he repent, that Paris might succeed ?

Sure 'tis some fate that sets me above wrongs,    35

Yet still exposes me to busy tongues.

111 not complain ; for who ?s displeased with

love,

If it sincere, discreet, and constant prove ?
But that I fear; not that I think you base,
Or doubt the blooming beauties of my face;       40
But all your sex is subject to deceive,
And ours, alas ! too willing to believe.
Yet others yield; and love o'ercornes the best;
But why should I not shine above the rest ?
Fair Leda's story seems at first to be                  4*5

A fit example, ready formed for me.